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They say water washes away all sins. But in the crushing, sunless depths of our world, water merely preserves them—trapping our deepest desires and darkest betrayals in ice and salt.

Welcome to the abyss.

If you opened this book seeking a gentle fairy tale of sunlit shores and effortless love, I urge you to turn back before the tide pulls you under. The world of UnderSea is not kind. It is place where the pressure builds until it shatters bone, and where survival often demands a price too terrible to name.

The Salt Throne was not born from a spark of light, but from the shadows that stretch beneath the ocean floor. It is a story of power, obsession, and the length to which we will go when our hearts are divided by two impossible forces.

In these pages, you will not find heroes clad in shining armor. Instead, you will find jagged edges and flawed souls. You will explore a dark romance where love is not steady anchor, but a violent riptide. It is the kind of love that drowns, that consumes, and that blurs the treacherous line between salvation and ruin.

At the center of this maelstrom is a love triangle that offers no easy answers. To choose is to bleed. To be loved by two different tides is to be torn apart by the currents. As the battle for the Salt Throne wages on, you will witness how devotion can curdle into possession, and how loyalty can be the sharpest knife of all.

This book is a dive into the darkest trenches of the heart. It explores the beautiful, terrifying reality that sometimes the monsters we fear most are not lurking in the deep—they are the ones we invite into our beds, and the ones we become when everything we love is on the line.

So, steel your heart. Let go of the line.

Take one last, deep breath.

The descent begins now.
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Writing UnderSea: The Salt Throne was an entirely solitary plunge. There was no co-pilots on this journey, no sounding boards to pull me back to the surface when the dark romance and treacherous currents of this story threatened to pull me under. It was just me, the silence of the deep, and the characters who demanded their story be told.

Because this was a journey taken entirely alone, my greatest and most profound acknowledgement belongs to you—the reader. 
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There is a world under the sea, but it is not the kind of world you might imagine. If you are picturing mermaids with shiny scales, people swimming gracefully through coral reefs, or magical creatures floating in the blue waters, you would be entirely wrong. In this world, there is no floating. None at all. Gravit works here just as heavily as it does anywhere else, perhaps even more so. The people of this underwater realm walk on the ocean floor. They run. They trip over rocks. They stroll down the streets. They live their lives exactly as if they were walking on dry land, except there is massive ocean of water pressing down on them instead of a sky full of air.

It is a strange existence. Long ago, some of the braver, or perhaps more foolish, people of this underwater world decided to see what was at the very top. They climbed the highest underwater mountains, walked up the endless continental slopes, and finally poked their heads above the surface of the sea, expecting to find a paradise. Instead, they found death. When they tried to breathe above the sea, their lungs burned. They gasped, they choked, and they quickly realized a terrifying truth: they could not breathe up there. The open air was toxic to them. They could only breathe, live, and exist under the sea. The surface was a deadly ceiling they could never cross.

Life went on the beneath the waves. The dark waters were their home, and they build towns, roads, and cities right on the ocean floor. 

One of these town was named “Theif.” It was a small, quiet, and somewhat poorly named place.

On a particular ordinary Tuesday, a completely normal person named J. Salt was walking down the cobblestone streets of Theif. James—or J. Salt, as everyone called him—was not a hero. He was not a villain. He was just a guy talking a walk, minding his own business, and perhaps looking for something good to eat. The Underwater currents gently blew past him like a cool evening breeze, rustling his hair.

Suddenly, the ground began to shake. A massive shadow fell over the street, blocking out the dim light that filtered down from the surface.

J. Salt stopped in his tracks and looked up. A giant ship was approaching. It did not sail on the surface of water; it sailed underwater, hovering just inches above the streets of Theif. The ship was enormous, made of dark, heavy wood that creaked and groaned under the ocean’s pressure. It had a massive sail that caught the deep-sea currents, pushing it forward. With a heavy, echoing thud, the giant ship dropped its anchors right in the middle of the town and stopped.

Salt stood frozen, watching. On the side of the massive wooden vessel, painted in large, bold letters, and fluttering on a dark flag tied to the main mast, was a single word: Talkers.

A heavy wooden ramp lowered from the side of the ship, hitting the street of Theif with a loud crash. Salt hid behind a large sea-stone building and watched closely. Several people began coming down the ramp. They looked rough, tired, and entirely focused on their task. They didn't speak to anyone in the town. Instead, they marched directly to the local market stalls and began taking edible things. They gathered baskets of underwater sea-apples, bundles of salty kelp, crates of deep-sea mushrooms, and whatever other food they could carry. They didn't steal it in a violent way; it was almost as if they were just running an errand, loading the food onto their shoulders, and turning right back around.

When the crew started walking back up the ramp to return to the ship, a strange, overwhelming curiosity took hold of J. Salt. He didn't know why, but his feet started moving on their own. As the last crew member carried a crate of sea-apples onto the deck, Salt quietly slipped out from behind his hiding spot, rushed up the wooden ramp, and entered the giant ship without anyone noticing.

Inside, the ship was massive. Salt crept down a dark, wooden corridor, following the sounds of loud voices and echoing footsteps. He finally reached the end of the hallway and peeked around the corner.

He gasped. He was looking into the ship's open hall, and it was packed. There was a huge crowd of people gathered in the giant room, standing shoulder to shoulder. The atmosphere was incredibly tense, a heavy mixture of dark dread and strange anticipation.

At the very front of the hall, sitting on a large, imposing wooden chair, was a man calling himself the King. Salt stared at him in disbelief. The King was an intimidating figure, but the most shocking thing about him was his right arm. He did not have a right hand. He only had one normal hand on his left side. In place of his right hand, attached seamlessly to his wrist, was a long, sharp, terrifyingly bright sword.

The King stood up, the metal of his sword-hand catching the dim light of the hall. He looked furiously at a man sitting in a smaller chair immediately to his left.

"Murder for a murder!" the King suddenly roared, his voice echoing off the wooden walls.

Before anyone could blink, the King swung his right arm. The sword-hand slashed through the water with a sharp swish. With one brutal, completely unexpected motion, he used his sword-hand right on the neck of the person sitting to the left of him.

The man's head simply fell off. The crowd gasped in unison.

J. Salt was shocked. His eyes went wide, his jaw dropped, and his heart started hammering in his chest like a trapped fish. He was terrified. He had just sneaked onto a ship of literal murderers. He took a slow, trembling step backward, wanting nothing more than to run back down the ramp and return to his boring, normal life in the streets.

But just as he took a step back, a heavy hand firmly placed itself on his shoulder.

Salt jumped out of his skin. He got scared—he was completely and utterly terrified. He spun around, expecting to see a giant monster or another man with a sword for a hand ready to chop his head off.

Instead, he looked up and saw a completely normal person. The man was just a regular crew member, holding a ledger and a small pencil, looking at Salt with a mildly confused expression.

"Hey," the normal person said, his voice casual, completely ignoring the fact that a man had just been executed ten feet away. "Where did you come from?"

Salt swallowed hard, his voice shaking. "Theif," he squeaked out.

The crew member blinked, looking Salt up and down. He leaned in closer, his eyes narrowing in suspicion. "You're a thief?"

"What? No!" Salt panicked, waving his hands frantically. The dialogue was getting very confusing, very fast. "No, no, I am not a thief!"

"But you just said you were," the man said, tapping his pencil against his ledger. "I asked where you came from, and you said thief. Are you here to steal our sea-apples? Because the King just chopped a guy's head off over there, and I don't think he likes thieves."

"No, listen to me!" Salt pleaded, trying to keep his voice down so the King wouldn't hear. "I came from the place named Theif! The
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